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Author's Notes: 

So | wrote this fic to cope with a traumatic online experience of an RP derailed by godmodding, where | didn't 
realize what was happening to stop it until it was too late, and watched one of my OCs (coincidentally named 
Steve, and named after Steve Clark) become twisted so far out of character where he was unrecognizable, and 
| hated the violent thing he was depicted as. The character's surrogate brother was devastated, as was |, and 
after dismissing myself from it, while in the grips of a panic attack, realized how well | could apply it to Def 
Leppard, the real Steve and his demons, and how they might have felt -and it turned into the scene here. 


Stephen Maynard Clark.. My brother -probably one of my closest brothers outside of blood relation who | 
know best with the exception of Joe. 


Please, mate, hang in there. We're all here for you, never have not been. Even when we're not physically with 
you, any of us -myself, Joe, Rick, and of course Phil, who would be the first to answer as soon as he heard - 


are just a phone call away. 


We want you to get better, Steve. | understand you hate being shut up in that rehab place, and it hurts to 


see you there too. If you let us help you, we could help you get out of this mess outside of there -and we'd 


all be happier. But you just can't stick to it. 


You're trapped in so much darkness, in a hole of darkness you can't climb out of. Here we are in the back of 
Phil's car, and you're clinging to me, sobbing your eyes out like a child thats witnessed the death of the loyal 
family dog. You're heartbroken, scared, you don't know what's going to happen, and you think you're alone, 


because you're terrified we're all mad at you. 


| never realized how relevant our slightly lesser hit on Pyromania would become lyric wise for you.. s anybody 
out there? Anybody there? Does anybody wonder? Anybody care? | can see that fucking weird video in my 
head, only now it's you suspended from that triangle thing, struggling to break free, but trapped so helplessly. 


But Steve, what you don't realize is that you're not alone, because inside me, l'm sobbing over that figurative 
family dog too, and it's all | can physically do to keep from doing so externally. If | were to do it, you would 
think it was because you let us down, not because we're all feeling the pain with you. We're not mad at all, 
we're just as scared as you are, and | wish you could see it. Yes, Sfeve.. We are really there, and we care even 


though you can't see that we do. 

And as time passes, night after night of these similar events, | feel us all drifting apart, and | dream uneasily 
at night -situations where all of a sudden, the brother we know and love is no longer our brother. He's 
changed so much that he's unrecognizable as the shy but fun loving, caring guitarist with the kindest soul in 
the world who could all of a sudden break out into a wild frenzy of talent with a guitar. And | wake up, fighting 
to keep from making a spectacle of myself by crying like a fool, and having to tell myself that you're still 
there and still our brother, that it's not real.. 

But every day, its harder and harder to convince myself it's not real. 


Because slowly, it is becoming real. You're becoming that nightmarish image of this lifeless shell of yourself. 


It hurts so much Steve, honestly, to see you become that, because | am slowly recognizing what it ultimately 


means. 
And | can't bear to lose you, Steve. 


| can't bear losing my brother. 


